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my benefit, while I sat entranced by his personality,
unwilling to interrupt the flow of his thought, yet think-
ing now and then of the taxi outside.

I left with ideas and phrases surging round my head.
And I recklessly drove out of my way to the Stationery
Office and purchased copies of the Palestine Commis-
sion Reports, which I read late into the night.

VI

As I sat in the smelly carriage, I felt that my impres-
sions of the last few weeks were so fleeting that I might
just as well have been to a travel film about Palestine.
The film in my mind was radiant with the colours of
the sky and the sea and the sienna of the earth con-
trasting with the delicate grey-green of the olive groves
sedately climbing up the mountainside. " And now,"
the announcer was saying, " we leave the pleasant
land of Palestine and cross the Sinai desert to return
to the mysterious land of Egypt." Mysterious, my
foot. There was little mysterious about the bits of
Egypt the British soldier frequented. The beer he
drank and the films he saw were American, the shows,
stocked with superannuated chorus girls, were British
and ENS A to the core, the brothels he visited were
inspected and controlled by the Army and "like a
bloody clinic." Everything seemed to conspire to in-
sulate him from the mysterious East until at last he
gave up trying and lived as nearly as he, could as he
lived in England. He was divided by a barrier of
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